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LOVE.  t""."  L 

An  angel's  wing  has  touched  the  pool 

I  call  my  heart,  and  gently  urged 

A  ripple  in  that  surface  cool. 

Where  angels'  wings  have  tbuched  the  pool  ; 

And  now  I  am  in  truth  God's  fool  ; 

In  depths  unknown,  forsooth,  submerged, 

Where  angels'  wings  have  touched  the  pool 

I  caU  my  heart,  which  gently  surged. 
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LOVE    OF    LOVE. 

Oh  love,  thou  art  the  lover  of  most  worth, 
You  add  more  joy  to  joy,  and  ever  lend 
More  charms  to  all  the  beauty  Ufe  doth  send 
To  gild  our  sojourn  short  upon  the  earth. 

Time  does  not  know  the  moment  of  thy  birth, 
Or  when  from  Heaven  to  Earth  slow  descend 
Thy  wings  of  light,  which  haply  well  do  blend 
With  gentle  laughter,  dainty  gift  of  mirth. 

The  sight  of  thee,  dear,  lovely  Venus-child, 

Than  all  the  passion  of  a  lady-love 

Is  more.     It  does  not  wound  with  present  pain, 

That  ever  comes  from  love  of  lady  mild, 

But  throws  a  glamour  to  a  scent  or  glove. 

And  aids  the  dreaming  welcome  dreams — so  vain. 


DREAM    LOVE:     A    FUGUE. 

You  are  a  perfect  vision  of  delight, 
A  perfect  vision  of  the  old-world  loves, 
Enchanted  passion,  heralded  by  doves. 
Whose  perfect  pureness  cannot  be  more  white 
Than  thy  soft,  cUnging  vesture  of  samite. 
The  stately  measure  of  thy  presence  moves 
The  soul  of  passion  from  its  ancient  groves 
Of  longing  through  the  dreary  live-long  night. 

There  is  no  longing  for  thy  dainty  self. 

But  perfect  bliss  of  love  in  loving  thee. 

And  dreaming  deep  of  nut-brown  hair  and  eyes 

Tawn'  gold,  that  send  a  perfect  message-elf 

To  wander  and  be  sought  in  all  by  me  ; 

A  dream-love  than  true  love  more  perfect-wise. 


A    TRIOLET. 

The  face  of  Eros  can  be  seen 
Only  by  the  pure  in  heart ; 
'Tis  not  by  the  swart  unclean 
The  face  of  Eros  can  be  seen. 
His  broad  love  perhaps  doth  mean 
Though  he  rule  the  world  in  part, 
The  face  of  Eros  can  be  seen 
Only  by  the  pure  in  heart. 


A    TRIOLET. 

My  love  is  sweet  and  delicate, 
So  slender  and  so  fair  to  see  ; 
I  cannot  tliink  that  will  abate 
My  love  so  sweet  and  delicate. 
The  kindness  of  my  happy  fate 
Is  sweet  as  happy  tears  to  me. 
My  love  is  sweet  and  delicate, 
So  slender  and  so  fair  to  see. 


A    ROUNDEL. 

Love  called  to  me,  and  by  he  passed. 
He  made  me  sad  ;   now  I  am  fey  ; 
I  ponder  him  the  Uve-long  day. 

In  truth  'twas  an  enchanting  child, 

A  thought,   perchance,   of  smiles  beguiled. 

He  made  me  sad  ;  now  I  am  fey ; 

I  ponder  him  the  hve-long  day. 

Of  dainty  shafts  he  has  amassed 
A  load  he  must  needs  utilise 
To  further  Venus'  fair  emprise. 
Love  called  to  me,  and  by  he  passed. 
He  made  me  sad  ;  now  I  am  fey  ; 
I  ponder  him  the  live-long  day. 


A    ROUNDEL. 

A  little  time  must  pass,  my  love, 

A  little  time  that  is  so  long. 

The  hours  pass  by,  ding,  ding-a-dong. 

We  twain  may  not  yet  meet  again 
Though  of  the  hour  we  are  full  fain. 
A  Mttle  time  that  is  so  long. 
The  hours  pass  by,  ding,  ding-a-dong. 

The  other  day  I  found  a  glove  ; 

That  night  I  dreamed  a  dream  so  sweet ; 

I  dreamed  it  was  the  hour  we  meet. 

A  little  time  must  pass,  my  love, 

A  little  time  that  is  so  long, 

The  hours  pass  by,  ding,  ding-a-dong. 


A    RONDEAU. 

A  gift  of  love  ;  eke  must  I  bring 
Some  bright  and  shining,  glitt'ring  thing 
All  lovely  deck't  with  gems  and  gold. 
Oh  shall  it  be  a  jewell'd  ring 
Or  am  I  waxing  over-bold  ? 

It  shall  not  be  a  jewell'd  ring  ! 
But  I  will  do  my  best  to  sing 
A  song  that  I  must  bid  thee  hold 
A  gift  of  love. 

But  heavy  stroke  of  Fortune's  sling, 
The  lute  has  lost  its  only  string 
And  all  its  music's  dead  and  cold. 
I  cannot  therefore  hope  to  sing 
The  song  so  new,  yet  age-long  old, 
The  gift  of  love. 
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A  VILLANELLE. 

Gemmed  heart  of  gold  on  slender  chain  pendant 

Warm  on  my  lady's  heart  who  softly  lie 

'Chance  you  there  know  that  beauty  transcendant  ? 

Beauty  of  a  soul  with  gems  resplendant 
Whom  softer  virtues  just  as  you  pass  by 
Gemmed  heart  of  gold  on  slender  chain  pendant ! 

Soft  sheen  and  sparkle  !     Are  these  attendant 

Only  on  beauty  which  so  soon  must  die  ? 

'Chance  you  there  know  that  beauty  transcendant  ? 

Soft  sheen  and  sparkle  !     Perhaps  defendant 
Of  sweeter  things  to  hide  which  you  must  try, 
Gemmed  heart  of  gold  on  slender  chain  pendant ! 

Her  spirit's  sweet  self,  thou  bright '  Intendant 
Hides  'neath  thy  gold  and  gems'  fierce  calling  cry  ; 
'Chance  you  there  know  that  beauty  transcendant ! 

Thou  who  he  upon  her  heart  dependant 
Must  know  her  sweet  heart  better  far  than  I  ! 
Gemmed  heart  of  gold  on  slender  chain  pendant 
'Chance  you  there  know  that  beauty  transcendant ! 
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IN    SOLITUDE. 


"  Beautiful,  ardent  dreams  came  in  flocks  like  wild 
swans,  and  bore  me  up  on  their  broad  wings." 


Beautiful,  ardent  dreams  array 
In  flocks,  that  like  the  wild  swan  sway, 
And  swing,  and  turn,  and  gleam,  and  pale. 
So  upwards  on  their  wings  I  sail 
Towards  a  sweeter,  brighter  day. 

On  wings  of  dreams  in  midmost  way. 
Betwixt  the  clouds  of  downy  grey, 
I'm  borne  upon  the  shrieking  gale, 
But  lo  !     It  is  of  no  avail 
Towards  a  sweeter,  brighter  day. 

'Tis  little  that  these  dreams  are  fey, 
'Tis  little  that  they  are  so  gay. 
When  Time's  slow  passing  must  enteiil 
The  longer  search  for  my  San  Grail, 
In  sooth,  a  sweeter,  brighter  day. 
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A    ROUNDEL. 

The  silken,  silver  beechen  boles 
Gleam  in  the  silent,  shady  woods, 
Where  pagan  Gods  flaunt  mystic  moods. 

Passionate  quiet  in  deep  shade. 
Harmony  many  Gods  have  made, 
Gleam  in  the  silent,  shady  woods. 
Where  pagan  Gods  flaunt  mystic  moods. 

Furry,  brown  squirrels  peep  from  holes, 
Shimmering  shadows  glance  and  flee 
Hither  and  thither  round  each  tree. 
The  silken,  silver  beechen  boles 
Gleam  in  the  silent,  shady  woods. 
Where  pagan  Gods  flaunt  mystic  moods. 
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FURZE  ON  THE  HILLSIDE. 

Yellow  bells  on  thorny  furze 
Wind-blown  and  wonderful 
As  each  breath  of  air  just  stirs 
Swaying,  sway,  push  and  pull. 

Yellow  gold  and  deaden'd  green 
Hasting  to  change  to  brown 
In  the  sunshine,  sweet,  warm,  clean 
As  if  at  Satyr's  frown. 

Yellow  bells  on  burnt  brown  bush 
Gorgeous  in  the  sun, 
Gust>   wind  past  you  doth  rush 
Swaying,  sway,  all  and  one. 
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AWAY! 

Ever  Fancy  wandering  fair 
Paints  your  presence  everywhere. 
Wanton  is  the  wayward  glance 
That  the  wide  world  doth  entrance  ! 

Changing  lights  in  your  bright  eyes 
.  Most  are  like  to  cloudy  skies  ; 
Wilful  smiles  around  your  lip, 
Ceaseless  as  the  moment,  trip. 

Gaily  on  the  storm  you  ride, 
Love  and  passion  deified. 
Gaily  in  the  calm  you  pass, 
Dainty  footsteps  press  the  grass. 

Love  and  Pan  are  calling  you  ; 
Unto  both  you  must  be  true. 
Come  and  we  will  flit  away  ! 
Whither  ?    Where  the  world  doth  play. 
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